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the poor and striving to divide its riches equally among
all. She thought a great deal about this, and her thoughts
grew, taking deep root, and branching out to embrace all
that she saw and all that she heard. They grew and as-
sumed the brightness of a prayer, illumining with their
steady glow the entire dark world, the whole of life and
all of the people. And she felt that Christ Himself, whom
she had always loved with a vague tenderness—a mixed
emotion in which fear was closely bound up with hope,
and joy with sorrow—had become dearer to her. And
He had changed, had grown more exalted and accessible,
more bright and joyous, as though in actual fact He had
become resurrected for life, washed in the blood so gene-
rously shed in His name by people who modestly refrai-
ned from speaking this name, the name of the Friend of
Man. After each of her trips she returned to Nikolai
happy and excited from all that she had seen and heard
on the road, and pleased with having fulfilled her duty.
"It's good to travel about like this and see so much,"
she said to him one evening. "It makes you understand
life. The common folk are pushed away, swept off to the
very edge of life, where they cringe in darkness, asking
themselves why. Why should they be driven away? Why
should they go hungry when there is so much food?
Why should they be ignorant when there  is so much
learning? And where is He, the merciful God, for whom
there are neither rich nor poor, but only His beloved
children? The people get stirred up when they think of
their lives; they ful that injustice will wipe them out if
they don't do something about it."
More and more often she felt that she herself must
speak to the people about the injustice of their lives; some-
times she had difficulty in suppressing this urge.
Whenever Nikolai found her poring over her pictures,
he would smile and tell her about some marvel of the
world. She was awed by the boldness of the tasks man
set himself*
"Is such a thing possible?" she, would ask dubiously.

